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"I was on my way to college one morning to find out
when it would reopen."
"But how did it happen?" my father persisted. "I
don't understand."
"The idea was to teach us a lesson. It was quite a
common form of punishment in those days. The mili-
tary behaved like an army of occupation. There was a
Bren gun carrier policing the streets. Everything in that
locality wras in a state of complete disorder with lamp-
posts uprooted, trees cut down, shops closed and streets
deserted. I first went to the college but found the gates
locked. So I went to a teashop nearby to ask the man
there if he had heard from any of the boys who fre-
quented his shop when the college would reopen. He
could not give me a definite answer. There was only
one other person there, an elderly Hindu reading his
paper over a cup of tea. Suddenly, two young Indians
rushed into the shop. They appeared very agitated and
hid themselves behind the cupboard in which the pas-
tries wTere kept. Soon after that two armed soldiers came
into the shop. They found the young men who were
hiding and took them out. Then they asked the elderly
Hindu and me to come out into the street. I wras a little
surprised and asked why. One of them said, *OutF in
i rough manner. I refused. They grabbed hold of me
ind pushed me out of the shop. They ordered me to
:lean up the litter on the street and pile it on the ad-
oining footpath. I protested again and asked to see their
aptain. There was no captain. These two ordinary pri-
-ates, wearing tin hats, were the supreme commanders."
"British soldiers?" my father interrupted.
"Yes, you know, ordinary tommies. They wore crossed
.eys on their shoulder flashes. Feeling utterly helpless,
had to do as I was told. Others were being rounded